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One 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Sex. A rather large dose of PWP. 


Written in conjunction with Kirks_Wife. 


Kirk sipped his tea in the hot afternoon sun, and he especially didn't care that Lars was jeering at him for 
having his tea made for him again He started deadpan, straight ahead, his eyes concealed under his aviators. It 
was hot with plenty of milk: just the way he liked it. Backstage at Sonisphere Amneville, on a hot June day in 
France, a series of large white tents separated each of the bands. Except that today, Metallica's tent was 
placed directly adjacent from the beer tent, and Kirk watched intently as Chris Broderick rubbed the dew from 
a cold can on his jeans. Kirk didn't give a fuck what Lars was saying next to him, his eyes, his mind were fixed 


on Chris drinking the cold beer like he might've been the starring role in a coke commercial. 


Chris walked casually out onto the wood-chipped beer garden and found a clear bench and splayed out on it. He 
could feel the sweat rolling down his spine as he pulled his sunglasses from the front of his shirt and fixed 
them on his face. Beer was the only tonic for days like this. Chugging back his can, he sighed happily, perfect. 


He took a quick survey of the area. Directly opposite the beer tent was the beer garden and then Metallica's 
tent. To their left, their crew's tent, then Slayer's, Anthrax's and Megadeth's, right next to each other. All of 


the tents’, normally closed, private fronts, were all wide open. Fresh air out, hot air and sun in. 

"Stupid really." Chris thought out loud with a smile, drinking some more. 

Kirk turned his head to see James sitting comfortably in front of their air con. There was no fucking way Lars 
was letting hot air into their tent. Kirk thought perhaps, James was shielding himself from viewing the beer 
tent, instead, he fumbled with his iphone, head down, feet tapping. Kirk sighed a little, enjoying the moment. It 


wasn't often there was silence in their camp, literally. 


He slacked his black jeans a little up his thighs responding to the tightness in his waist. He was baking in the 
heat too, not realising he had been watching Chris comb his sweaty hair with his fingers for over IO minutes. 


Lars' nagging voice snapped him back. "Kirk, KIRK!" 

"What man?" Kirk's head snapped around, realising he was annoyed to be interrupted gazing. 

"l'm just heading off to see Dr Don" Lars replied, cautiously. Kirk nodded, whatever. 

Chris needed to change his shirt. It was wet through with sweat and sticking to him. It felt as though he'd 
been thrown, fully dressed, into a hot shower. Locked in tight: In his desperate need for refreshment, he 


finished the contents of the can in his hand and tossed it into a nearby trash can. 


He suddenly wished that he was own company so that he could just throw himself over the nearest cold 


surface, totally naked. It was far too hot and they still had a gig to play. 
Thank god | love my job.. he reasoned, heading back to the bar. "Can | get.. three bottles of water?" 
Kirk lifted his boots to the makeshift plastic table, and positioned himself in front of Chris with a wave. Chris’ 


wide grin acknowledged his old friend before uncapping the first bottle roughly, taking a deep gulp, and pouring 
the rest over his sweaty head. 


Kirk laughed a little outloud--wondering if Chris' show was for him. As soon as he lifted his thin army-green 


t-shirt from his head and poured the second down his chest, Kirk knew exactly that this was for his benefit. 


He prayed that the third bottle was for his jeans-- Please God.. he thought, his own jeans uncomfortably tight 


and hot on his own slim legs. 


But Chris has stopped his tease with the emptying of the second bottle. Instead, he couldn't pretend any longer 


that he hadn't seen Kirk's eyes pouring over his chest, and staring in his direction 


He walked casually across the lawn to Metallica's tent, bending his tall torso under the white rope and grinning 
warmly at Kirk. Kirk realised he should stand to greet hsi friend. Immediately, the point in his groin pained him 
as he stood. 


"Fuck.. Hil" Kirk moaned, shaking his right foot as though a horse might've stood on it. 


Chris noticed Kirk's pain with another sly grin. "Enjoying the sun?" he asked. He opened the third cold bottle in 
front of Kirk's eyes and took a deep swig. 


"Yeeeah, | am!" Kirk stuttered. 
He looked behind him, James was gone leaving the air con unit behind them in their empty tent. 


“Beautiful weather like this is for sunbathing.. beer drinking." he chuckled, his cold, wet hair making streams 
down his spine, pooling at the small of his back. ".. at least you don't have to be on stage until sun down" he 
added, looking around the empty room. 


Chris had pocketed the rest of the water, obviously not needing any more at that particular moment. 


But, Kirk had other plans for it. He plucked the bottle from Chris‘ tight jeans pocket and opened it again, taking 
a little and swallowing it down with a sigh. "Still hot?" he smiled, lid still off. 


"Yeah, kinda" he watched Kirk's hand intently, knowing what may come next. At least.. he had an idea. When he 
pressed the ridged plastic rim to his bare chest, he flinched. The bottle being slowly tipped back 

Kirk let just a dribble touch Chris‘ tanned chest, both their eyes settled on the cold water that chilled the 
plastic bottle. Kirk didn't yet intend to drain it fully, he wanted the icy water to quench his thirst. Fuck, he 
needed it. Chris knew that if Kirk was only being friendly he'd have doused him with the entire contents of the 


bottle already. 


Instead, Kirk teased a dribble down his chest and the beaded droplet ran down to his navel, stopping just short 
of his tight black jeans that were ridiculously ill-suited for a hot summer day. Chris took hold of his friend's 
hand that held the bottle. 


"A little more?" he teased softly. Kirk tightened his grip on the bottle and they struggled playfully for control. 
Water splashed across Chris' torso and he shivered in welcome anticipation. With Chris' hand temporarily 
dropped from the bottle, Kirk took his chance to tip the remainder down his friend's chest. This time, a torrent 
of icy water splashed his middle and wet Chris' jeans. Catching Chris' enamored stare, Kirk dropped the plastic 
to the grassy ground of the band's tent. He was sure glad James was not here. 


Chris gasped, staring up at Kirk, eyeing him intensely. He shivered for a short moment, the freezing cold water 
having soaked him. He momentarily glanced down at his pants. They were completely wet through. His dark 
denim had gone a wet black. A grin suddenly broke on his face. "That.. was not fucking fair." he shivered, 
scooping a small pool into his hand and chucking it towards Kirk. 


"When | said a little more, | meant in my mouth. Not all over me." he smirked, noting how cold his upper body 


had gotten. Not to mention how obvious he'd become in his state of cold, mild shock 


"You never told me you wanted it in your mouth!" Kirk grinned suggestively. His words hung in the air between 
him and Chris, while his friend's face took on the element of surprise. In his bravery, Chris decided to play 
back. 


"You didn't ask!" he teased. Kirk's brown eyes flared appreciatively-he knew now that he had him. Chris wanted 
to play. 


Kirk's hands tested the wet black denim waistband of Chris‘ jeans. He was soaked through alright. It was a hot 
enough day, Chris knew they would dry off in no time. But Kirk's hands still held his middle in thought. Chris 
was much taller than his friend, even in his snake-skin boots. He eyed Kirk suspiciously, seeing that his 
forehead was beading with sweat. Chris was slightly afraid that he might not know how to respond to the 
sweaty gesture that might come from his friend's lips. Kirk's right hand slid slowly from Chris’ navel to his 
groin, feeling for the hard snake he knew would be there. And it was, desperate and taught against the tight 


cut of his jeans. Chris' voice jumped. 


"Fuck!" he yelped. "Kirk. what're you doing? Are you drunk?" Chris mumbled quickly, smiling sheepishly, hoping 
that he was the latter. At least he'd have an excuse for touching him like that. 


He backed off slightly, a light sigh flowing from his lips. Confused and a little flustered, he checked himself 
again. Sweat rolled down his temples. His wet pants were feeling unthinkably tight, constricting him some. He 
tilted his head to his side and looked Kirk over. "Nope. You've not even had a touch to drink." Chris continued to 


look down to him, watching his face and -more importantly- his hands. 


Kirk's shaking fingers reached for Chris' zipper, lowering it slowly, watching his friend's eyes silently, hopefully, 
taking in any sign that he wanted him to stop. But Kirk saw none, Chris' eyes begged at his friend's gesture. 
Kirk slid appreciatively to his knees and Chris’ beckoning mouth dropped open in an instant. 


"Kirk! Fuckareyougonna.. ?" he gasped. But his question was answered in the same breath as Kirk's hot mouth 
swallowed the swollen head of his cock. Chris' eyes bulged in amazement at the sight of his friend pleasuring 
him. His dick filled Kirk's mouth and Chris even thought he looked like it suited him, he knew after all, that Kirk 
had done this before. He was stifling his own urge to bleat, to break out his urgent voice in a crying moan. He 
couldn't help himself, his hands shot to Kirk's head of curly hair like he might've been his girlfriend, directly 
him to take his cock deeper. Kirk was an expert, he did it exactly as Chris wanted, sliding deep and slow in a 


surprising motion. 


"FUCKING! Jesus Christ! Chris yelled loudly. Justin-Kirk's tech--had peered his head around the tent at the 


same moment catching them in the act. Kirk withdrew making a short laugh. 


Chris nearly jumped right out of his skin when he heard Kirk's laugh. He looked around and saw Justin standing 


there. No matter how awesome Kirk was at sucking cock.. he wanted to kill him. He quickly tucked himself, with 
great difficulty, back into his sopping pants, looking down at Kirk's smiling face. He smiled softly back whilst 
shaking his head. "You knew you'd get caught" he growled softly, teasing Kirk a little. 


"Mmm!" Kirk laughed. "But it was worth it, right?" he teased. Chris' face was still disbelieving. Kirk realised he 
was preparing to leave and spoke quickly to stop him. 


"Dude, don't gol" Kirk stammered. He was trying hard to convince him their flimsy PVC white band tent would 
be adequate for whatever else he had in mind. But scared, Chris shook his head. He marched out of Metallica's 


tent and made across the gravel stones towards the parking lot. Kirk followed him in a short run 


"Chris!" Kirk called after him in a breath that jumped as he ran. A dozen amazed faces followed the sight of 
the two men as they ran past the beer tent. Chris hadn't looked back, he was making straight for Megadeth's 


tour bus. 


He was taking long strides, making it look less like he was running and more like his was looking to make a quick 
getaway. His extra couple of inches over Kirk had made their difference. He made it to the bus, pretending not 


to hear Kirk Sure, it was rude but, right now, he was too shocked to care. 


Chris closed the door calmly behind him, sitting in the driver's seat, figuring that itd be pointless going any 
further. Kirk'd be there any moment. He stuck his hands in his pockets and slumped back for a moment. He 
could barely believe what'd just happened. 


Why had Kirk jumped him like that? More to the point, he was trying to rat himself out. Why had he reacted 
to Kirk like that. Fuck. He'd enjoyed it.. urged him on. He was hardly backing down. A bead of sweat tripped down 
his eyebrow for a second before he wiped it away. "Way to scare yourself, Broderick" And now Kirk was 
pounding on the bus door, if he wanted more he knew he had to open it. He pushed the large black button on 
the driver's panel that opened the hydraulic door. It hissed open and Kirk ran up the five steep steps to the 
bus. He stared in amazement at Chris for a few long seconds, he looked straight ahead, he hadn't yet even 
acknowledged Kirk. His left hand rubbed his face in confusion. 


"Chris?" Kirk asked finally, He had heard his friend's panting voice behind him, still recovering from his quick 
run. Broderick's long curly hair turned around his shoulder as he held the wheel in the driver's seat. His torso 


swiveled to face Kirk. 


"Dude! What the fuck was that?" he asked incredulously. Kirk saw the confused tears on his friend's face and 


heard the anger in his voice. 
"I just.. | just thought you'd like it?" Kirk answered in a wobbly voice. Chris' anger turned to a softer smile. 


"Well | did" he confessed quietly. "You frightened.. the living shit out of me." Chris admitted quietly. "Seriously... 
what the fuck?" he laughed in spite of himself, rubbing his forehead, unsure of what to say next. 


"| liked it.. yeah." he smiled, shaking his head into the heels of his hands, elbows pressed into his knees. He 
turned his head and peered at Kirk, smiling through his confusion and slight sense of uneasiness. He chuckled 


and shook his head slightly again. 


"Y'want the grand tour?" he asked softly, stowing his other hand away in his pocket, his other hand tentatively 
holding Kirk's. 
Kirk smiled, squeezing Chris' hand. He was enjoying his friend's confession. Kirk had known from Chris' moans 


back in the tent that he had done good. 


"Well, uh, this is the bus!" Chris began nervously. He tapped a large flatscreen tv that lit up the band's 
schedule for the day. Kirk's eyes scanned it quickly: ‘Amneville, BIG 4. SCHEDULE: Anthrax, Megadeth, Slayer, 
Metallica’ the times of their dress rehearsals that afternoon scrolled down the screen. Chris wasn't due on 


stage until bpm. Just as well, its only Zpm.. Kirk thought to himself. 


"And uh, this is David's bunk down here." Chris pointed, "Mine's up top, Mustaine's is over there." he pointed 
casually to the left. "And uh, this is the junk bunk" he said, resting his hand on the bunk at his waist height. 
Several backpacks were thrown messily onto the mattress. "In short, we have free bunks so, yeah, this is our 
dumping ground." Chris‘ voice trailed off with a smile in his voice. Seeing Kirk's inquisitive, dark eyes scanning 


the bus put him at ease. He definitely felt better about the situation that Kirk had kind of put them in now. 


He idly stroked the mattress, watching Kirk examine his surroundings with a soft smile. "So.. what's the plan, 
huh?" he grinned quietly, letting Kirk take the floor and give him an answer. 


Kirk reached for the large grey backpack that lay on the middle of the bed and dropped it into the aisle. 
Mustaine's denim jacket, a pair of lost sunglasses and a pile of old setlists remained and Kirk brushed them 
easily onto the floor. Chris grinned, he appreciated Kirk's direction, he was as lost as he'd ever been. He slid 
himself carefully backwards onto the bunk bed, minding his head as he lay back. Kirk was much shorter and 
managed the same manoeuvre in one easy roll He was on top of Chris at first, but he rolled to his friend's 
left side, sliding himself between Chris‘ nude torso and the wall. He started where he had left off, unzipping his 
friend's jeans and reaching for the hard cock that he knew was asking for it. He knew Chris must be begging 
for it by now, because he sure was. Chris pulled the thin grey curtain closed to maintain what little privacy 


they had. There was still every chance they'd be found here. 


He murmured his approval softly, shuffling closer to Kirk, careful not to fall through the curtain and onto the 


floor. The bunks were designed for one and, therefore, not particularly wide. Embarrassment was not an option. 


"Mmmm." Chris purred, enjoying the slow stroking that he was receiving. He gulped down another gentle moan 


as Kirk caught a specifically sensitive spot near the head. 


Their lips now lay dangerously close together. Kirk could feel Chris‘ warm, baited breath over his own mouth, 
smiling triumphantly over the effect he was having on him. He methodically tugged at his entire length, 
mindlessly sizing him up. Without thought, he pressed his lips to Chris’, carefully gauging his reaction To Kirk's 
delight, he shyly pressed back, reaching up to cup his cheek. He could feel how nervous he was through their 


gentle kiss but, he was glad that Chris was being receptive by letting him take charge. 


Kirk reached to unbuckle himself, he had spent the better part of the past half-hour on Chris, and now he 
needed some relief of his own. Chris' eyes watched nervously as Kirk lost his own shirt over his head, 
throwing it under the grey curtain it disappeared from sight and fell to the bus floor. Kirk's belt was heavy 
and his jeans were tight, all he could do was wriggle them down his thighs. It was enough for what he needed. 
He began by smoothing himself for his partner to watch, his cock rounding nicely in his hand. 


Chris' face watched in awe, amazed at what he was seeing. Kirk could read Chris' mind racing fast-his 


thoughts that this was real seemed to overwhelm him. 
"Fuck, | need some air!" he moaned. Kirk grinned, he wasn't about to let him, they had only just begun. 


"I think what you need is to relax so | can finish what | started" Kirk purred. He straddled his friend's waist 
and took his dick from his hand. 


"Let me." Kirk breathed at Chris' nervous face. He nodded, his head rolling back and his eyes closing to the bliss 


of Kirk's hot mouth swallowing his dick once more. 


A soft growl rumbled up from his chest. "Fuck." he cursed, blissfully careless. It just felt good. So good. He 
gulped down another moan and searched around for Kirk's head, taking a gentle hold of his hair. "More." he 
purred, guiding his head a little. 


Chris‘ moans grew gradually more eager, the nearer he edged to completion, the more of Kirk he wanted. He 
moaned loudly as he felt Kirk take him into the back of his throat. He startled again, feeling his unease cut 
through the moment. "Come.. come up here?" he shivered out, hoping Kirk would do so. He needed a change of 


pace, if only to settle his nerves. 


Kirk raised his head from pleasing Chris and shimmied up his body. The only way he could face Chris properly 
was to lie on top of him. The low roof of the bunk above restricted him from sitting up, and now he held 
himself over Chris' chest with his strong biceps, his groin rubbing unexpectedly against Chris. He squirmed 
underneath him, the feeling of Kirk's erection against his had frightened him. 


"Dude... | don't know about this." Chris mumbled. Kirk read his friend's terrified face. It was clear to him now 
that what he had meant was for them to share a warm kiss, not for what Kirk had assumed was the next 
step in their union Kirk rolled to Chris’ side, his back sliding painfully against the wall once more. Chris turned 
to him as best he could, his shaking nervous hand reached out to Kirk's waist as he initiated a kiss with his 
lover. Kirk smiled gratefully, Chris‘ gentle approach made him blush. His dick throbbed uncomfortably and he 
thought perhaps Chris might be willing. 


"Chris?" Kirk asked gently between warm kisses. He saw that Chris' eyes were firmly closed. He took his lover's 
warm hand and lead him down his belly, smoothing his skin towards his aching dick. "Please, touch me?" Kirk 
whispered. Chris opened his eyes to nod, and Kirk's mouth let out a delicious open breath as he did 


Chris carefully tucked his fingers underneath Kirk's solid flesh, gently exploring, feeling his way around another 
guy's balls. Kirk's. It didn't shock him as much as he expected. He slowly eased his way up, palming Kirk's hard 
cock firmly, smoothing over it. He knew what made him tick but, Kirk? "Kiss me? Distract me?" he purred 
deeply, his breathing a little ragged. Kirk's placid, pleasured expression had made him harden up some, his 
aching cock standing to attention. 


His nerves, however, weren't dying down He knew what he was doing, he'd done it, to himself, countless times. 
The intimacy scared him yet, kissing Kirk made him relax. His lips were so soft and his mouth was so warm 
and sweet. "Touch me?" he asked Kirk softly between kisses. 


Kirk obeyed him eagerly, his mouth was hotter and even more desperate now. He sucked the air from Chris’ 
mouth, and his tongue wriggled deeply in panting hot and uncontrollably. His breath wet Chris' face, and they 
kissed hotly in the small space that they had, Kirk's hard cock was pinned somewhat painfully between Chris’ 
hand and his hips. Chris had rolled to his side, and now he thrust against Kirk's body like there was nothing else 


he could do to ease his bursting erection 


Kirk took the pain as the plastic stays in the wall scratched his back. He couldn't believe Chris was initiating 
the very thing he was afraid of. Kirk moaned in a high whimper, his cock was caught in his own zipper. 


"Chris!" he panted. "Fucking... damn it!" he complained. He tugged himself free of his jeans completely in the tight 
space. He needed to jerk off, he hoped Chris would help him. He was fairly sure that his friend's innocence on 
the subject meant that he would not offer him his mouth as he so wished. It was the one guaranteed thing 
that would make him burst right-fucking-now. Instead, he held onto Chris’ hips as he ground Kirk up against 
the bunk wall. 


"Oh fuck!" Chris gasped. Kirk felt a warm sticky burst pattern his torso. Chris' face was closed in ecstasy as 
he bucked harder into Kirk's middle. Dry-fucking was getting him off more than he could've ever imagined. 


Kirk noticed one thing, other than the sheer, unbridled ecstasy that painted Chris' face, it had drained of 
colour. Maybe subconsciously, his conflict between mind and body was clear, even as he bucked himself to 
orgasm. Chris moaned loudly, sounding more like a growl as he started to roll his hips smoothly against Kirk's. 
What they'd just gotten through had felt incredible.. and he was sure that he wanted more of it. He needed it 
even. He slowly opened his eyes and looked to Kirk, realising that he'd stopped touching him, as soon as the 
scales had tipped in his favour. He steadily picked up where he'd left off, his own body thrumming with the 
aftershocks of his orgasm. 


Without Kirk needing to ask, Chris reached for his lover, tugging Kirk's cock in his hand the way he knew he 
liked himself. He was all out of ideas, he only knew what he would want. He tried what he knew best, a gentle 
squeeze and jiggle routine that always got him off every time. To his pleasure, Kirk responded immediately with 


a hazy groan 


At first, Chris had thought the low whistle had come from Kirk. But as a third voice drew closer, he knew 


they had company. They both froze in the bunk together as Mustaine's voice, talking to himself, joined them 
only feet away in the aisle of the bus. 


"Chris?" he called out. Dave had spied the pulled curtains of the junk bunk. Kirk heard him walk across the 
discarded sunglasses on the bus floor with a crunch. Dave had paused right outside their hideaway. 


"Oooh something's rockin’ in the junk bunk!" Dave jeered. Kirk was frozen, afraid that they would be exposed at 
any minute. His jeans were below his feet and he wasn't certain he had space to sit up and grab them. Instead, 


he lay frozen between Chris' body and the bus wall. 


"Fuck off, Dave!" Chris jeered. He was doing his best to hide Kirk's body from view in case the curtain was 
pulled open. 


Kirk smoothed his hand between Chris‘ thighs--he could've sworn for a second that Kirk had just made a noise 


like a girl. He laughed at his lover, hoping Mustaine would leave them alone. 


"Alright-- enjoy Chris! Bye Steph!” Dave assumed. He had collected his jacket from the floor that he had 
returned to the bus for. Chris grinned. 


"Yeah, he thinks you're my girlfriend!" he sneered. Kirk grinned. He wished that he was. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Moar sex. 


Am | Evil had come to a halt, and Chris had smoothed Kirk's back gently as he left the stage. He knew his 
friend's back was red and scratched from their afternoon fun in the bunk bed. Kirk had smiled warmly and held 
onto his broad chest a little longer in their post-song hug. Kirk thought Dave had noticed, his face had 
twitched a little at the sight. Justin had said nothing as Kirk as switched over his guitar for Seek and Destroy. 
Chris had waited backstage while Metallica finished their set for the evening. He did his best to keep his eyes 


on Kirk, but it was hard to keep his friend fully in view as he ran energetically around the stage. 


He folded his arms over one of the stray kit boxes backstage and watched intently. He drummed his finger tips 
on the surface along with James and Kirk's parts of the song, ‘playing along’ with them. He smiled, waiting while 
the band said their farewells and thank you's, applauding them. He hid a little out of view, holding back for Kirk, 
trying to keep their tryst quiet. for both their sakes. 


Kirk had slipped easily from the side-stage after the show. Lars had not even noticed that Kirk was no longer 
following him. Chris had trotted along silently beside him with a grin down the long hallway backstage. They 
both relinquished their guitars to Justin who took a knowing glance at the two of them as they disappeared 
into Kirk's dressing room. Kirk turned to Chris with a grin, locking the door behind them. There was absolutely 
no way that they were getting caught together for the third time today. 


‘| need a shower." Kirk mumbled into his shirt as he pulled it dramatically over his head. Chris stared at his 
friend's chest for a moment, clearly impressed. Kirk grinned back for a moment, Chris hadn't so much as 


moved or blinked in the last five seconds. 


"Well, are you gonna join me or what?" Kirk laughed. He turned on the hot water, stripping off his jeans while 
Chris tried to reaffirm himself that he should follow suit. 


He tilted his head, admiring Kirk's nude form from behind His sculpted hips, tattooed lower back and smooth 
tanned legs. To follow or not? He slowly fumbled with his belt. He couldn't resist. Not an offer like that. He'd not 
been able to see Kirk in the light earlier on: he looked delicious. On his next thought, he completely undressed 
himself, kicking his boots off idly. He found Kirk, already soaked with the steaming hot water. He laid his hand 
on the cubicle's frame and gazed over the object of his sudden and intense lust. He managed to sneak in whilst 


Kirk's eyes were closed. "I'll join you." 


He stood behind Kirk, holding his sides and breathing tenderly into his neck like he might've been a woman, He 
tugged Kirk's beautiful curls aside and nuzzled his lover. The hot water had made him desperate for Kirk, he 


wasn't frightened like he had been this afternoon-now he wanted to control Kirk's smaller torso and take him 


to the joyous climax that he'd neglected him of earlier. Chris began a brave grind against Kirk's back. Kirk's 
hand had reached behind him to Chris’ tall thigh-he held on desperately as he anticipated what was coming. 
Chris breathed words into Kirk's throat. 


"Tell me what you want." he begged. They were gridlocked standing together-Kirk's body was too surprised and 
thrilled to move, and Chris‘ was too frightened to take another without Kirk's approval. 


"You. | want you." Kirk breathed happily, unable to fully express his joy and feeling of relief. He gently pressed 
himself back to Chris. He gripped his thighs a little harder and stroked up and down. 


He grinned, nibbling his lip softly before gently kissing Kirk's throat. "lm not sure I'm quite there yet." he 
chuckled darkly, running his hands lower around his front. "Don't let me freak out." he begged, wanting to 
thoroughly make it up to Kirk. "If | start, make me finish." he breathed hotly between soft suckles and pecks. 


"You're doing great.." Kirk blushed reassuring him. He turned to Chris and kissed him warmly like he would his 
wife. He appreciated Chris' bravery more than his friend knew. 


"And you're allowed to be freaked out, and you're allowed to tell me if you don't want to." Kirk smiled. Kirk was 


melting standing facing Chris nude in the shower, his chest was even broader than he imagined. He quite 


engulfed Kirk. 


"There is something I'd really like.. if you're up for it?" Kirk kissed. Chris was listening, but he thought he knew 
Kirk's request already. Kirk took himself in his hand and rubbed himself hard inside his palm. He paused, his 
eyes taking hold of Chris' for emphasis. 


"Will you?" Kirk tried. He couldn't finish his request, instead, his mouth dived into his lover's. Chris was so 
much taller than Kirk, kneeling on the shower floor, he still had to bend double to suck off his friend. Kirk held 
Chris’ wet hair as he took the courage to test Kirk's dick in his mouth. Kirk could tell he still wasn't sure 
about it, but he loved that he was trying for him. 


Chris shyly took hold of Kirk, lapping and gently sucking the head of him, gently testing himself. It felt so weird 
to him, it was completely uncharted territory. He stroked the rest of him in time with his little, tentative licks. 
He wanted to try more but, didn't want to end up embarrassing himself by choking or gagging if he took him 
too far. Taking in a little more, he closed his eyes and hoped that Kirk wasn't bored to tears up there. He used 
his tongue to massage the underside of Kirk's hardness, pausing to look up at him. 


To his delight, Kirk's eyes were closed tightly in joy--his mouth gaped open, enjoying every second of Chris’ 
efforts. 


"Oh fuck that's good!" Kirk moaned appreciatively. "Seriously, you're really good at this!" he flattered Chris. 
Kirk's generosity egged him on. He took more of him, enjoying his length as best he could Kirk made a delicious 
spasm in pleasure. Chris withdrew quickly, mostly perhaps in fear. 


He stood before Kirk could give him more instructions. He turned Kirk's chest to the shower wall, kissing at his 
lover's back, taking in the scratches and developing bruises on his back from this afternoon. He was sorry he 


had hurt him thrusting against him in the tiny bunk like that. 
"IIl try not to hurt you this time." he whispered. Kirk blushed a gentle smile. 
"Is okay brol" he laughed. He knew what was coming, he'd done this once or twice after all 


"No marks.. unless you want them." Chris grinned, standing and pressing his entire body to Kirk's back. He 
rubbed his palm over his right ass cheek, squeezing it gently. "You have a really.. peachy ass.." he grinned, 
whispering his first compliment Kirk's way with a near chuckle. He began to kiss and lick at his neck and behind 
his ear again, pressing him firmly to the wall. He gently started to rub himself against Kirk, moaning softly 


near to his ear, making sure he heard him. 


"Tell me.. would you have me do it?" Chris purred gently, continuing the work his mouth and hands had started. 


"Do you want me to fuck you?" 


"Fuck yes!" Kirk moaned. He was practically begging for it now, sandwiched between the Chris’ broad chest and 
the shower wall. Chris realised this may be easier than he thought. Kirk was smaller than him, smaller than 
Steph, perhaps he could imagine he was a woman. But as soon as he entered Kirk, he realised his naivety. It 
was nothing like being with a woman, instead, Kirk moaned and enjoyed him on an entirely different level-he 
jerked and bucked to Chris's motions, and his endearing voice echoed a masculine register that was nothing like 


sex with a woman. 


Chris found himself making a growl, a deep foreign growl like nothing he'd ever heard himself make before. He 
realised it was Kirk that was causing him to turn so erect, to buck wildly into his lover's body the way that 
he was. His balls slapped against Kirk, and his hands joined Kirk's on the shower wall, punishing his body 
furiously between them. Kirk hung on like a professional, enjoying every minute of it like he expected every 


shudder and every burst a man made. Chris didn't think it was in him to surprise Kirk, but he was wrong. 


Kirk cried out in a sudden moan that surpassed Chris‘ expectations as a lover. He had done it! He'd satisfied 


Kirk, the only man he'd ever been unsure of, he was so certain he'd never be able to please him. 


With little to no effort, they collapsed against the wall of the shower cubicle, totally spent. Chris panted, 
breathless against Kirk's shoulder, holding him up, trying not to squash him. Kirk however, felt quite happy 


smooshed against the cool wall by Chris' warm, welcoming, limp body. 
"Like nothing.. I've ever experienced" Chris rumbled softly. "So damn intense." he grinned hazily. 
He picked Kirk up and turned him around, pressing him to the wall, allowing him to nod before he wrapped his 


arms around him and kissed him thoroughly. It was gentle tinged with a litle rough. It was a thank you of 


sorts. 


They departed each other's company another hour later, giving each other a tender hug and an equally tender 
departing kiss. They headed back to their respective accommodation, Kirk's face stared sadly out the window of 
the SUV. 


They text each other all night. Most messaged consisted of one thanking the other for something or other, the 
others, idle banter. Though good while it lasted, it wasn't to happen again. The remainder of the tour, they 
exchanged awkward glances and smiles but, never really said a word to the other. Chris seemed permanently 


afraid now of the water-cooler. Funny how sex can fuck with a perfectly friendly relationship. 


